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ing that bag of hers which stood at the side of the dressing-
table, and then running down the stairs without a word!
A whirling sequence of violent thoughts pursued one another
through his distracted mind.
Again his eyes glanced to the foot of the bed, as if looking
for the Welsh woman's demon, as if prepared to vent his con-
fusion by muttering "Dor-Marth" to it. He recalled, as he
watched the girl's back and the fierce way she was struggling with
the obdurate ends of her hair, that feeling of recognition which
had given him such a thrill when they first met. His Stone-Age
captive ? And was this the pass they had come to!
And then, as often happened with him when he felt driven to
bay by the malice of chance, his mind tossed overboard at one
fling all his cherished imaginative superstitions. Below these
romantic dallyings there was in No-man, as has been hinted,
a grim vein of savage bed-rock materialism, all the coarser and
grosser, all the more stark and more brutal, for its contrast
to his poetical fancies.
It was only a short while ago that he had allowed himself to
play with the idea that his mother's lover was some great Welsh
lord who "deduced his lineage" from the mythical pursuers of
the "Questing Beast"; but now, as through the cloud of his
cigarette-smoke he watched his "Stone-Age" girl putting on
her hat, a hat bought in Durnovaria for five shillings, he felt
as though the real reality of things was much more simple and
much less pleasant.
Here they were, a man by the fire, a woman by the mirror,
confronting the mystery of each other's angry personality, and
it seemed most damnably likely that the quarrel between them
had more to do with the confused chemistry of Claudius's con-
founded evolution than with heraldic heads on bed-posts, or
mystical "recognitions" from neolithic times.
He threw his cigarette into the fire and rose from his chair.
"Wizzie!" he whispered gently.
She turned at once. "What?" she murmured.
He moved a step towards her. The whole room became in a
moment terribly hushed, as if it drew in its breath to listen. The
coloured print of a young woman in a barge surrounded by
water-lilies was suspended above their bed and sought in vain
to detach itself from these deplorable goings-on.
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